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are embellished with ssenee from Louia--.

a party of negroee preparing
jumbo soup, from the Bock v Mountains,
and from Maryland.where terrapin soup
is still known. Equally varied is the
decoration of the fish plates, fcr the
food fish of the United States and its
waters are legion, and ample cpportu
nity ia given the painter to illustrate
almost any part of the country from
one coast of Maine to the Columbia
river.

The dinner plates contain representa-
tions of all the principal game animals
known ia this country, tlie bison on his
prairie, the deer on his leafy covert, the

' bear on the mountain, the antelope and
the wild turkey being especially con-
spicuous. One game platter has a very
beautiful representation of Chesapeake
Bay, a hunting scene of unusual force,
which is pronounced by connoisseurs a
masterpiece of coloring. Indeed, all
these pictures have one peculiarity
in the fact that while paiutings on china
and porcelain usually present a sharp-
ness of outline, a lack of gradation in
color that is frequently offensive to the
eye, in these the difficulty appears to
have been entirely overcome and the
foftness with which one tint of color
fades into another is suggestive of any-
thing other than a porcelain picture, in
the landscapes and water views, for in-
stance, the softness of tint and delicacy
of gradation are esiecially noticeable,
the fact adding greatly to the general
effect produced by the painting. The
dessert nlatea ILre roma nf tilnnf. life.

lata hall, ha walk! dowa te 'the
aacoad door aa the left aad west uv

Bowley Marsh was there sdraady la
bis seat, aad catting up a meat pie.
Aurelia aad Mary stood upoa the hearth,
with their arms entwined.

Aurelia disengaged one of bars and
bald it out to Gordon. "I am glad to
sea vou," aha said, with a sweet smile.

"Sow then," said Bowley Marsh,
"just look at that Do you aver smile
in that etyle for oaf Not you. Hard-ma- n

first, brotber-in-la- next You
are the lucky fellow, but I'll get rid of
Hardman before long."

No answer could be given to this
tirade, and he Kept on complaining un-
til the object of bis wrath appeared.
Then ha became silent, and Aurelia took
her place at the table.

Marsh was glad Mary had coma to
stay, and thought it a pity that she
could not make her visit a long one.
"Aurey is dull," he said; "my company
isn'tauite good enough she wants me
in homoeopathic doses."

Aurelia made no attempt to confute
this declaration. Bowley Marsh was
not the man to be intimidated, and it
was plain that he was not in his best
mood. He seized every opportunity to
frown darkly at Hardman when he was
looking another way.

Gordon's brief visit was soon over.
He took leave of his wife and Aurelia,
bowed to Hardman. and went ont ac-

companied by his host.
"That jackanapes says he won't go,"

he said, as be walked up the path, "but
like anyone else, he has his price. I'll
start him with a hundred pounds to-
night."

"What is the nature of the engage-
ment between you?" Gordon asked,
quietly.

"Oh, we were partners in the wool
trade," Marsh replied, "and he says ac-

counts between us were never proper-
ly settled."

"Well, I should get rid of him," said
Gordon.

"Liars, both," he said, as the cab
bore him away. What is the link that
holds these two knaves together?"

It was not without serious misgivings
that he came away, and his doubts in-

creased as he left the White House be-

hind. Once he lifted his hand to raise
the trap and tell the driver to turn
lack, but a feeling of shame checked
him.

"What can I say if I return," he asked
himself. "There is no real proof
that any evil is intended. After all, it
may be only vulgar eccentricity that
we have to fear."

Mary and Aurelia were left to them-
selves' after breakfast. Seth Hardman
said he was going to have a stroll round
the neighborhood, and Bowley Marsh re-

turned to his gardening.
The sisters had much to say to each

other; in any case they would have had
something to communicate about their
respective husbands. There are always
comparisons to be made by young wives
when they get together.

"Husband talk" is very general, and
it is of a varied nature; harmless for
the most part, if severely critical.
With the two sisters the subject was a
serious one.

"I don't know what to think of Bow-
ley," Aurelia said; ne is certainly very
eccentric, and perhaps unkind. I mar-
ried in haste, and I have had sufficient
leisure for repentance. Unless Mr.
Hardman favors me with his society, I
am pretty well alone all day."

"You do not like Mr. Hardman?"
Mary said inquiringly.

"No; although I have tried to do so,'1
Aurelia replied. "When first I saw
him I felt that I was thrown into the so-

ciety of a dangerous man. Not in the
ordinary sense, dear I am not afraid of
any man making love to me but in an-

other way. I thought he had a cruel
look in his eyes. What do you think of
him, Mary?"

"A mixture of bad and good the evil
predominating. I think that, if called
upon, he could do desperate things."

"He has some secret power over Bow-
ley. I heard them quarrelling yester-
day in the grounds, and shortly after I
met Hardman. He stopped, as if he
had something to say to me some-
thing to reveal; but he went on without
speaking."

"My poor Aurey!" sighed Mary.
"Your dream of marrying a rich man
has been followed with a rude awaken-
ing."

"Weill" You are happy." said Au-

relia; "and while you are, I shall not be
utterly miserable. dear,
you must have a room prepared for you.
The house is so wretchedly damp, that
there is only one available. It is next
to a room where Bowley and his friend
sit and play cards. Do you mind?"

"Oh, no, dear!"

"It is only half a room, I ought to
tell you. 'A large apartment was made
into two by the previous tenant, and
the partition is only lath and plaster.
If Bowley should use a little strong
language, you won't mind it will
you?"

"No. I shall cover up my bead, like
a child afraid of a bogey, and go to

souls of other aaua toe ssarta oi sasiasis,
proyiaf laamselvea the heroes of tea sliest,
Migbir wen taairtemputioaa. mighty waa
their delivereeo aad aufhtjr shall be their
triumph.

Agaia, the street Impresses see with tho
fact that life ia full of preteaaioaa aad
shaav Waal aubterfuan, what double deal
wg, what d Bess ! Do all the people
who wish yoa good morning really hope for
you a happy day I Do all the people who
shake hands lore each other! Are all those
anxious about your health who inquire eaa
cerning it! Do all want to see you who ask
yoa to calif Doe all the world know half
a much a it pretends to know Ia there
not many a wretched stock of foods with a
a brilliant show window! Passing up and
dowa these Mreet to your business aad
your work, are you not impressed with the
fact that much of society ia hollow, and
that there are subterfuges and pretensions I
Oh ! how many there are who swagger aad
airut, and bow few people who are natural
and walk. While fop simper, and fool
ckuckle,and simpletons giggle. how few peo-
ple are natural and laugh. The courtesan
and the libertine go down the street ia beau-
tiful apparel, while within the heart there
are volcauoes of passion consuming their life
away. I say these thing not to create in
you increduliiy and misanthropy, nor do I
forget there are thousands of people a great
deal better than they seem; but 1 do not
think any man is prepared for the conflict
of this life until he knows this particular
peril Ehud comes pretending to pay hia
tax to King Eglon, and while lie stands in
front of the king, stabs him through with a
dagger until the haft went In after the
blade. Judas lscariot kissed Christ.

Again the street impresses me with the
fact that it is a great Held for Christian
charity. There are hunger and suffering,
and want and wretchedness in the country;
but these evils chiefly congregate in our
great cities. On every street crime prowls,
and drunkenness staggers, and shame
winks, and pauperism thrusts out its hand
asking for alms. Here want is
most squalid and hunger is most lean.
A Christian man, going along a street in
Mow York, saw a poor lad and he stopied
and said: ".My boy, do you know how to
read and write.'" The boy made no an-
swer. The man usked the question
twice and thrice: "Can you road
und write I" and then the boy
answered with a tear plashing on the back
of his hand. He said in deflance: "No,
sir; I can't read, nor write neither. God,
sir, don't want me to read and write. Didn't
he take away my father so long ago I never
remember to have seen himl and haven't I
had to go along tho street to get something
to fetch home to eat for the folks I and
didn't 1, as soon as I could carry a basket.
have to go out ana pick up cinders, and
never have no schooling, sir) God don't
want me :o read, sir. I can't read nor write
neither." Oh, these poor wanderers!
They have no chance. Born in degrada
tion, as they get up from their hands
and knees to walk, thev take their first sien
on the road to despair. Let us go forth in
the name of the Lord Jesus Christ to rescue
them, If you are not willing to go forth
yourself, then give of your means : and it
you are too lazy to go and too stingy to help,
then get out of the way, and hide yourself
in the dens and caves of the earth, lest,
when Christ's chariot comes along, the
horses' hoofs trample you into the
mire. Beware least the thousand nf
the dostitute of your city, in the last great
day, rise up and curse your stupidity and
your neglect. One cold winter's day, as a
Christian man was going along the Bat-
tery in Now York, he saw a little girl seat-
ed at tho gate, shivering in the cold. He said
to her: "Aly child, what do you sit there for
this cold day!" "Oh." she replied, "I am
waiting for somebody to come and take
care of me." "Why," said the man, "what
makes you think anybody will come and
take care of you I" "Oh," sho said, "my
mother died last week and I was
crying very much, and she said: "Don't cry,
my dear; though I am gone and your father
ia gone, the Lord will send somebody to
take care of you.' My mother never told
a lie; she said some one would come and
take care of me, and I am waiting for them
to come." O yes, they are waiting for you.
Men of great hearts, rather them in rath.
er them in. It is not the will of vour
Heavenly Father that one of thn llt.Hn
ones should perish.

Lastly, tho street impresses me with the
fact that all the people are looking forward.
i see expectancy written on almost every
face I meet between hern nnri Hwtnlrlvn
bridge, or walking the whole length of
Broadway. Where you And a thousand peo-
ple walking straight on, you only find one
man stopping and looking back. The fact
is, God made us all to look ahead be-
cause we are immortal. In this tramp
of the multitude ou the streets, I hear
the tramp of a great host, marching and
inarching for eternity. Beyond the ofllce,
the store, the shop, there is a world, popu
lous and tremendous. Through God's
grace, may you reach that blessed place. A
great throng fills those boulevards and the
streets are with the chariots of con-
querors. The inhabitants go up and down,
but they never weep and they never toil.
A river flows through that city, with
rounded and luxurious banks, and trees of
life laden with everlasling fruitage bendl
their branches to clip the crystal. No plum-c- d

hearse rattles over that pavement, for
they are never sick. With immortal health
glowing in every vein they know not how
to die. Those towers of strength, those
palaces of beauty, gleam in tho light of asun that never sets. Oh, heaven, beautiful
heaven Heaven, where our friends are.
They take no census in that city, for it is in-
habited by "a multitude which no man can
number." Rank above rank. Host above .

nusu uaiiery aoove gallery, sweeping
all around the heavens. 'i'!,min,H. n
thousands. Millions of millions. Blessed
are they who enter in through tho rate into
that city. Oh! start for it today. Through
the blood of the great sacrifice of the Son of
Goa, take up your march to heaven. "The
hpirit and the Bride sav come, and whnan.
ever will, let him come and take of the
water of life freely." Join this great
throng marching heavenward. All the
doors of invitation are open. "And I saw
twelve gates, and there were twelve pearls,"

Long Distance Rifle Shooting. i
There is an immensn imml nf

nonsense talked and written about
long: distance rifle shooting, and tho
stories men tell about their own or
somebody else's wonderful accuracy at
Ion? ranpo may bo set down us cami
pnisrn inventions. In fact the same,
importance la not attached to long
distance shooting as formerly, for i
has been demonstrated beyond doubt
that it is comparatively useless except
where the distance has been carefnllv?
measured and tho gun properly rouged
for it. It can rA . ..III.,. . . c.n .1.... .!,(I j .11,., .1 hi., 1111.0
would be impracticable either in shoot--

s b or in a military ongage-- i
meilt. TO illimf.lMltn iha ..,... l Ji. , LI. v i j went
dlstanoe rllle that is made has a fall of
w incnes in oUO yards. Now, how
many men are there who can accurate,
ly calculate such a long distanceP Audi
of what use would the gun be in case,
the marksman's li,rin.int sbj
yards one way or the othei-- These
MIHDl.lnHi.l U. t.u I .1 ...w,.3,Mcrauui uava inuuceu ine gOVr
cruiiiuiii, u, cnange the whole theory!
nnd practice concerning the use of
long range guns. The Creedmoof)
system haa linnn ni....U.,.l ,...!,...
by the army marksmen, and they are,
HOW tfUlorht. fha o- -f ,...,..!..
aUtances by the eye, and also practice

tug uujtsutrs. tie u
eaun man irmKes nis

OWn PHttmiltA ftf .iatMAA . asm A

til and then aUadvunoe. Bay 60 yardi,
''iTi cHummes ana nre again.

soldier really gets experience that will
llA Mt ...... . Ll , . .- uto mi mm in actual wanare.

t.

Tat aa or IU
VVlfo John, don't vou want soma of

these plums for lunohP They're tome
I put up.

Husband No: I don't Ilka nluna
with tho nil In.

VVlfo liuVJobn, those plumi have
ho pita,

llubanilnh Miiiin,ila k...t
I know thoro was aometulug about
mem i umn i ime.

It was a WasUraa wka erent lata a
haberdasher's sad asked tko twvprieter It
he has aw tall Usa.-Yta- kors ltatta

iUAKBLK 11 ILL 1'RESS.

x e. n riLBimu
ACBi.iaiLL - jursorn;

Da toport sent abroad that "tha
South Fork Fishing Club would rebuild
their dam la the Cooemaugh Valley" ia
authoritatively denied.

Six million dollars worth of property
has been washed away from the shore
of Delaware. There are only Are mil-

lion! left if old Neptune ia still rapa-

cious.

Thebb is a new "plunger" ia Wall
street who is playing the old game of
laying big bets on short homes. Some
of these days there will be new ver-

sion of the old story of the young man
who is unaccountably short in his ac-

counts.

The high-tone- d denizen of Atlantic
City, who insisted on tenderloin steaks
all summer, did not disdain pork and
beans when the storm came on. The
Atlantic tidal disturbance has its faults,
but it is the great leveler in respuct of
tastes.

A great many American tourists an-

xious to reach home are detained in
London and Liverpool, not able to And

roam in outgoing steamers. The big
London strike has tied up the steamers
of the Wilson line, and deranged all
others more or less.

ONE hundred gentlemen went to the
top of Pike's Peak the other day to
swear as many solemn swears of fidelity
to a society of which they are members.
If they piled their oaths atop each
other, the summit must have reached
pretty well up toward heaven.

IT used to be the case that the press
down East spoke of Dakota and Arkan
sas and the West as "the home of the
cyclone," and pitied people who lived in
such a forsaken land. The great East-

ern storms of late years have given
Eastern editors an impressive persona.'

lesson.

The lawyers for the defense in the
Cronin case are not lacking in expedi-
ents. When all other questions fail
they ask a man what is meant by "au-

topsy," "exculpatory evidence," "rea
gestte," and "post hoc ergo propter hoc."
There be few men who can stand the
pressure.

The practical joker has killed another
man, this time at Olens Falls, N. Y., by
tying a rope around his body 'hile lie

lay asleep, and attaching the other end

to a rapidly revolving shaft "to awake
him." The fool-kill- will never fully
accomplish his mission until he has ex-

terminated the practidal joker.

We notice that the carriage in which
Gen. Lafayette made the tour of the
country was destroyed in the (Ire at St.
Joe. Now, if Gen. Washington's nurse
and body-serva- and the rest of the
heirlooms that still refuse to die had
been in the vehicle at the time, there
might have' teen something to rejoice
over.

It is all right for idiotic notoriety-Beeker- s

to try to navigate the Niagara
rapids, but somebody ought to step for-

ward and prevent them from taking a
dog or other animal with them. The
man who did the rapids act the other
day took a dog with him. The dog got
ashore by swimming, but It was a case
of luck. He wasn't helped any by the
navigator.

What American girl of all the num-

ber who have married foreign counts
and other titled adventurers has left on
record one sentence to show the wisdom

of the act? But the folly goes on, and
the daughter of another American mil-

lionaire is, by common report, affianced
to a man bearing a title who, in this
country, would scarcely be trusted to
drive a mule team.

A generation ago the duelist was a
man respected and admired; y he
is a laughing-stoc- Then the duel was
a tragedy, now it is a farce. Common
sense condemned it, the ablest eloquence
of virtue assailed it, the law frowned on
and punished it, but public opinion held
on to it until the press laughed it down,
and by the notoriety it gave dueling
took away its fame.

A high court official in London has
just called the grand jury's attention to
a remarkable phase of the recent strike.
In spite of the fact that the agitation

'was unparalleled in point of magnitude,
and that hundreds of thousands were
out of work and suffered great priva-

tions, not a single criminal case arising
from the troubles bad been presented to
the grand jury's attention.

A condemned criminal in England
must be allowed to see three Sundays
between his sentence and his execution.
Of course be can thus be hanged in a
little over two weeks, but the three
Sundays must pass over his head before
the gallows claims him. Tht custom is

a relic of medinval times, whan a
oriminal was allowed that much of a
respite to prepare for death.

TBI Governor of Rhode Island da
clarei that the abolition of the death
penalty in that Stat has been demons-

trated to ha a wise law. The penalty
for murdor in Rhode island is Impilton.

'
ssawt for Ufa, and tho Governor pra--

r--ta statistics to ehow that aa to
' tsof violence. that Mala la ex- -

' islly free as oemptred srltbotW
vhtrf that trials and eoovlotaooa

r?n:fy. In tble rerroet Hc
-- ..: :r I t"i thea izjot
' -

Jfy tea? Is aaauhty aa grant,
8kes s vlM ef arsaty sa4 art.

But I tear teat bar dainty watte as4
Is softer by far tfeu her heart.

Shall 1 cean a s suppliant aear her
Te be crushed whea my lave I contest?

Ah, ae ! there's s fairer and dearer,
A firi la a calioe arm.

My lady has saoney and style,
She km dresses and gems by the sears.

And leven to strive for her anil
Besides aiea and aiaid servant galore;

But ny heart sings aa load aa a linnet,
' And all envy 1 quickly repress,

When I hold in iny arms Just a minute
That girl ia the calico dress.

31 y lady la traveled and wise.
She reigns at reception and ball.

She kills it need be, with her eyes.
But she blusbea, 1 fear, not at alL

Hie's a peony proudly aspirins,
With no fragrance a lover to bless;

But a mignonette tweet and retiriug
Is uiy girl in the calico dress.

My lady mav freeze when I bow.
Or as bright as a hiiuri may beam;' I watch not her moods, for 1 vow
That her charms very poor to me seem ;

For there's never a maid in all story
worthy a prince's caress.

And notliin'x to fair out of glory
As my girl in the calico drew !

Gkoruic Horton.

A STRANGE LOVER.

CHAPTER VII. Continued.
TWO PATHS OP DUTY.

"Who are tref" asked Mary.
"Why, the authorities and myself,"

replied Gordon; "und we were all too
busy to labor long at it. She called
herself Jane Smith, but of course her
name was assumed. She was yet in her
girlhood, about nineteen I should say."

"What misery there is in the world,"
said Mary.

"Cynical people," replied Gordon,"
are fond of the paradoxical assertion
that the dead have the best of life. But
you cannot make a man like myself
think that now."

"Did you ever think it, Gordon?"
"The 'idea used to haunt me; but it is

gone now. I shall not allow it to re-

turn while you are alive."
Supper was over and he had gone to

his favourite easy-chai- Mary came
over und sat down upon his knee.

"Will you tell me that I make you
happy?" she asked.

"Ay! I will, and stand to it, even on
the rack," he replied.

"You are sure?"
"Quite sure."
"Oh, Gordon," she murmed, as she

nestled her head upon his shoulder,
"how happv I am." A moment's pause
and then a sigh, ''Poor Aurelia!"

"What are you groaning about?"
asked Gordon, with assumed lightness!
"You read Anrelia's letter t.

Things are looking hopeful at the White
House."

'I don't know," replied Mary slowly.
"I have thought it over since I came
home, and 1 think that there is some-
thing between the lines of that letter.
May I go to her

"What! so eager to run away from
me already?"

"No; but I have acall. I have had a
messenger an invisible one who told
me something is wrong. He only came
just now, after you told me the story of
that poor girl. Now, if I delay "

"You shall go said Gor-
don.

"My duty is here, I know," said Mary;
"but I feel here," touching her heart,"
"that I ought to go. If you are very
busy I can go alone."

" We will have a cab, and start at on
early hou r," said Gordon. "1 can get
back by eleven o'clock. I will leave a
note for Jecks to attend to anything
urgent."

CHAPTER VIII.

THE CHIU, OP WINTER IS ON THIS SUMMER

SCENE.

A little after nine the following morn
ing, a linnsom cab urew up at the
gate of the White House, and Mary
and Gordon alighted.

"You can wait, or go away for hair- -

Gordon said to the man.
"I'll move off a bit, sir, the driver

replied. "This isn't the sort of place I
care to stop at."

A winding wain led to the house, and
they had traversed about half of it,
when a man came out of the shrubbery
with a spade on his shoulder. It was
Bowley Marsh, and he and Mary recog
nized each other instantly.

"Well, sister-in-la- he said, "this is
surprise; and how early you've come.

Not quite fashionable hours for swell
people, but 2 don't object. I am glad
to see you, misoana, i suppose; in-
troduce us, sister-in-la- do.

Mary perlornied the ceremony of in
troduction quietly, and the two men
shook bands, but Uordon lelt strongly
tempted to knock his host down. Bow-le- y

Marsh fell in on the other side of
Mary, and they all moved towards the
house.

"How is Aurey?" asked Mary.
"Oh. auite cheerful!" replied Marsh.

"She thou eh t at first the place would
be dull so did I; but she has taken the
inside of the house in hand, and I have
tackled the outside. We both have
enough to do. My old pard friend I
mean Seth Hardman.''

Pard!" thought Gordon; "that isn't
from the Antipodes. It only comes
from America."

Seth Hard man was just coming out
of the house, and he stopped in the door
way to bow to Mary, tie cast a Keen
glance from her to her husband and
smiled.

I bee to offer vou mv congratula
tions." he said. Mrs.. Marsh, in one
sense, made us acquainted before. I
have heard much about you.

"Mrs. Marsh seems to talK more to
you than she does to me," said Bowley,
with an engry nasti trom nts eyes; -- out
that's the way of women. They like
any man better than their husbands."

"Yes, he is jealous, thougnt uoraon,
and when he looked at Seth Hardman
again, he saw that any man, with a
voung wife, might ' have paused before
Ihey made so handsome a friend a part
of the household.

"I was just coming out to say that
breakfast was ready," said Hardman
coollv, "and Mrs. Marsh waiting."

"May I go in first?" Marv asked.
"Oh, assuredly," said Hardman, mak-

ing way for her. "In the room, on the
lett, you will nna her, second door.

"That's the advantage of having a
real friend in your house," said Bowley
Marsh to Gordon. "You are spared the
trouble of doing anything. Evan ques-
tions addressed to yon are answered by
them."

"How long are you going on In this
train?" asked Hardman.
"As long as I choose," replied Marsh,

with a growl!
"You mean until I stop you; tnough

of It. Do vou henrr
Bowley Harsh tossed hit loads Into ft

corner and stalked into the house.
Gordon Uray looked at Hardman, as If
east rout of aa eaidaoetloa.

"He gave me a two years' enesute-me-

to teach him manners," Kamaas
aid, "and I am not going until ay hat

la nn."
Gordon Gray smiled and paasad Into

thahsaas. Lsaviag hiahatoaa ekalr

DrTthnap Talk, about tht LeMMof

tht Qitv Street.

The Many who Swageer and Strut
and the Few who Oo Not.

The esnnoa of Rev. T. De Witt Talmege

last Sunday was directed to the leaaoa of

life as gathered from those with whom wa

meet la our dally walks, his text was:
Wisdom erieth without; ebe uttareta her

Toloe in the streets." Prov. I. at He

said:
We are all ready to liatea to the voices of

nature-t- ne voices of the mountain, the
voices of the aea, the voices of the storm,
the voices of the star. As in some of the
cathednda in Europe there Is an oran at
either end of the building, and the one in-

strument responds musically to the other,
so in the great cathedral of nature
day responds to flay, and nUrbt to
night, and flower tc flower, and star to star,
in the great harmonies of the universe.
The spring time i sn evangelist in Blos-

soms preaching of God'a love; and the win-

ter is a prophet white bearded denounc-
ing woe aiminst our aine. We are all ready
to listen to the voices of nature; but how
few of us learn anything from the voices of
the noisy and dusty atreot. You go to
your merchandise, and your mechanism,
and to your work, and you come back again

and often with an indifferent heart you
pass through the streets. Are there no
things for us to learn from these pavements
over which we pass! Are there no tufts of
truth growing up bet we n these cobble-
stones, beuten with the feet of toil, and
pain, and pleasure, the slow tread of old
age, and the quick atep of childhood I Aye,
there are great harvests to be reaped; and
now I thrust in tiie aickle because the har-
vest is ripe. "Wisdom erieth without; she
uttereth her voice in the streets."

In the flint place the street impresses me
with the fact that this life ia a scene of toil
and struggle. By III o'clock every day the
city is jarring with wheels, and stiualing
with feet, and humming with voices, and
covered with the breatli of smokestacks,
and with traffickers. Onco in a
while you rind a man going along with fold-

ed arms and with leisurely step, aa though
he had nothing to do; but for the most part,
as you tinil men going down these streets,
on the way to busiuess, there is anxiety in
their faces, as though they hud some errand
which must be executed at the first
possible moment. You are Jostled by
those who have bargains to make and
notes to sell. Up this ladder with a
hod of bricks, out of this bunk with a roll
of bills, on this dray with a load of goods,
digging a cellar, or shingling a roof, or
shoeing a horse, or building a wall,
or mending a watch, or binding a
book. Industry, with her thousand arms,
and thousand eyes, and thousand feet, goes
on singing her song of work work work !

while the mills drum it, and the steam
whistles life it All this is not because
men love toil Some one remnrked:
"Every man is as lazy as he can aftord to
be." But it is because necessity, with
stern brow and with uplifted whip, stands
over them ready whenever they relax their
toil to make their shoulders sting with the
lash. Can it be thai, passing up and down
these streets on your way to work and
business, you do not learn anything of the
world's toil, and anxiety, and struggle) Oh!
how many drooplngheartsjiow many eyes
on the watch, how many miles traveled, how
many burdens carried, how many losses
suffered, how many battles fought, how
many victories gained, how many defeats
suffered, how many exasperations endured

what losses, what hunger, what wretch-
edness, what pallor, what disease, what
agony, what dispairl Sometimes I have
stopped at the corner of the street as the
multitude went hitner and you, it has seem-
ed to be a great pantomine. and as I looked
upon it my heart broke. This great tide of
human life that goes down the street is a
rapid, tossed and turned aside, and dashing
ahead and driven back beautiful in its
confusion and confused in its beauty.
In the carpeted aisles of the forest,
in the woods from which the
eternal shadow is never lifted, on
the shore of the sea over whose iron coast
tosses the tangled foam, springing the
cracked cliffs with a baptism of whirlwind
p.ud tempest, is the best place to study God;
but in the rushing, swarming, raving street
Is the best place to study man. Going
down to your place of business and coming
home again, I charge you look about see
these signs of poverty, of wretchedness, of
hunger, of sin, of bereavement and as you
go through the streets, and come back
through the streets, gather up in the arms
of your prayer all the sorrow, all the losses,
all the suffering, all the bereavements of
those whom you pass, and present
them in prayer before an all sympa-
thetic God. Then in the great
day of eternity there will bo thous-
ands of persons with whom you in
this world never exchanged one word who
will raise up and cull you blessed; and
there will bo a thousand fingers pointed atyou in heaven, say lug: "That is the mau,
that is the woman, who helped me when I
was hungry, and sick, and wandering, and
Inst, ana heart broken. That is the man,
that is tho woman," and the blessing will
come down upon you as Christ shall snv:
"I was hungry and ye fed me, I was naked
and ye clothed me, I was sick and in prison
and ye visited me; inasmuch as ye did it to
these poor waifs of the streets, yo did it to
me."

Again; the street impresses me with the
fact that all classes and conditions of soci-
ety must commingle. We sometimes cul-
ture a wicked exclusiveness. Intellect de-
spises ignorance. Refinement will have
nothing to do with boorishness. Gloves
hate tho sunburned hand, and the high
forehead despises the flat head; and the
trim hedgerow will haye nothing to do
with tho wild corpsewood, and Anthens
hates Nazeroth. This ought not to be so.
The astronomer must come down from hisstarry revelry and help us in our naviga-
tion. The surgeon must come away tram
his Btudy of the human organism and set
our broken bones. The chemist must come
away from his laboratory, where he has
been studying analysis and synthesis, andhelp us to understand the nature of the
soils. I bless God that all classes of
people are compelled to meet on the
street. The glittering coach wheel
clashes against the scavenger's cart.
Fine robes run against tiie peddler's
pack. Kobust health meeti wan sickness.
Honesty confronts fraud. Every class of
people meets every other class. Indepcn-donc- e

and modesty, prido and humility,
purity ami beastliness, frankness and

meeting on the same block, in the
same street, in the same city. Oh! thot is
what Solomon meant when he said: "The
rich and the poor mcot together: the Lord
is the Maker of them all." I like this
democratic principle of the Gospel of
Jesus Christ which recognizes the fact
that we stand before God on one and the
same platform. Do not take on any airs;
whatever position you have gained in socie-
ty, you are nothtug but a man, born of the
same parent, regenerated by the same
Spirit, cleansed by the same blood, to lie
down in the same dust, to get up in the
same resurrection. It Is high' lime that we
all acknowledged A only tint Fatherhood
of Goo, but the hriAlierU'tui of man.

Again, the street impresses me with the
fact that it Is a very haid tbiug for a mau
to keep his heart right and U get to heaven.
Infinite temptatbvua apring upoa us fromthese place of public concourse. Amid so
much affluence buw much temptation to
covetousncss, ai d to be discontented with
our humble lot. Aiuid so many opportuni-
ties for overreaching, what temptation to
vanity. Amid so many saloons of strong
drink, what allurement to dissipation
n the maelstroms of the street, hownany make quirk auid eternal ship,
vreck, If a uanol-wa- r comes back
from a battle, and is towtid into
the navy yam, we go down to look at the
apllntered spurs and count the OuUot holes,
mid look with patriotic adtulrsUoa u theAug that floated In victory from the mast-hea-

But that man w more of a vurioeily
Who has gone through thirty years of the

of business life, ud yet
tails on, victor of tlw tmuptstUous of Um
street. Oh I bow many have uue down
under the pressure, leaving not aw much asthe patch of canvas to toll where tuvy
perished. They never bad any peace. Tltefr
dishonesties kept tolling hi tueir aera. Jf
1 had an ax, and could spill open the beamsof that line house, nnrhaiM I wouid and iuthe very bean of It a skeleto.. iu hivery hast wine there Is a amaek of thepoor man's sweet. Oh! Is it elreumthat when a man has devoured widows'
0?. be Is disturbed with ladlgesUoal

All the forces of nature are exalust him,
The floods are ready to drowa aim, andUia earthquake to swallow Mm, aad teanr" o consume hlmi aad the Ihrhllurt tosmite nlm. But the ehitdren of (iod are oaevery street, sad la lbs day when the
fKTSlil heswoartdUirltouUd.

brtfhtssi win be fives to these aea

A Ramajk&bla Dinner Set Used
at the President's Table.

Not Quite ea Geeceoua as Queen a

Gift from tba Chinas Em-
peror, bat Oar Enouch.

FISH PLATE.

Of course, the first citizen of our Re-

public could not undertake to compete
with the crowned heads of Europe iu
the matter of state plate, but on the
establishment of our government the
fact was recognized that there should
be some attention paid to this matter,
and, no doubt, at the suggestion of Mrs.
Washington, a china set was ordered
from England, for use on state occasions.
It was the blue variety
and for that day was considered a re-

markable service of plate. The whole
set was made to order by nn English lirm
for the President of the United Slates,
and all the important pieces contained
the arms of the country, while most
were ornamated in some inconspicuous
part with the monogram of the first
President. Of this set several pieces are
said still to survive on the shelves of
various collectors, though it is quite
likely that in some cases, at least, the
Washington plates and cups, ornament-
ed witli the picture or name of the
Father of his Country, while mnde at
that time, were not for use in the Gov-
ernment Mansion. Little by little
through the carelessness of servants the
Washington service disappeared and was
succeeded by other sets ordered from
time to time, so that although the
White House was always well supplied
with china there was" no distinctive
character in the service. When Mrs.
Hayes became the Mistress of the Presi-
dential Mansion, however, the china was
so depleted in anion ntjand of so many
different styles, the relics of several
sets, that it was determined to provide
an entirely new service, a set that
should be worthy of the table of the
Chief Magistrate of a great nation. Con-
sultations were held with experts, artists
and manufacturers, and the resolution
made to plan and manufacture a table
service that should be at once unique,
beautiful and emphatically Amer-
ican. An eminent artist was employed
to design the pictures for the various
pieces, and on the plea that the kaolin

OAME

of this country was not sufficiently
good for tine work, a contract was made
with a French firm to manufacture the
articles in the highest style of china-makin- g

art.
Three years were employed in pre-

paring the designs and manufacturing,
and not until 1879 were the pieces placed

SOUP PLATE.

on the shelves of the White House pan-
try, readg for use, being first employed
in a State dinner given by President
Hayes, in the autumn of that year.
The service is for twelve persons, and
the most complete ever prepared. There
are soup, fish and oyster plates, plates
for meat and every kind of game, desert
plates, plates for nuts and berries, to-

gether with platters appropriate to
each set of plates and nil other dishes to
correspond. Each set of plates has dec-
orations appropriate to the general use
for which intended, mid each plate of
each set has its own decorations differ-
ing from that of the others, and yet in
harmony with the general line of sub-
jects chosen for the set. Each on its
surface contains an ornate sketch, some-
times exceedingly minute in detail and
yet done with a boldness that challenges
admiration. It is true that one rule
laid down by the classics of china paint-
ing has been everywhere disregarded.
According to the great china painters, a
plate should be ornamented in such a
way that when in use no part of the
ornamental work should be concealed.
Strictly adhered to, this rule would con-tin- e

ornament to the vim of the plate
and so restrict the field available to the
painter as greatly to hamper his efforts.
So no regard whatever was paid to the
rule and tba painting was done on the
face of the plates and platters, so that
whan employed for tht only use plates
are made for their beauties are veiled
by the material attractions constituting
the substance of the feast.

Tho pictures are gems of. art, and
each, both in color and design, are wall
worthy of illustrative reproduction.
Some are landscapes, soma are water
danat, soma art sketches illustrating
leouliar phases of American Ufa; all
are highly characteristic. Among the
soup plate, for Instance, on represent
"American Soup of tho Fifteenth Cen-
tury," tho subject being a party of In-
diana preparing for a feast. "Soup of
1776" la tho subject of anothsr skstcb- -a

group of Continental soldiers gathered
about a Ore en which smokes a pot of
array .broth. Tomato soup furnishes

aOtaMr tpio bunch, of fruit In
Im foreground, a farm mom filling

FLATTER,

each containing a sketch from nature,
ui nuiiie niunt wnere lruil is an esieemea
f iMjl Kn ia tllA xnintinn. ft .

the Usual conventional style, a group of
berries and a group of leaves, the two
groups having no apparent connection,
but a complete nnintinp- ranorallv nf fi.

country garden having as a cen- -scene,, . . . . .),!.. I. j 1 -lucii iiia putub uesigneu to ue ninue
prominent in the picture. The black- -

DINNER PLATE.

berry, for example, is illustrated bv a
bit of old wall, the stones of which "are
crumbling awy, while over the whole
the dense, thorny foliuge of the plant
with its rich, black, clustering fruit
throws a mellow shade. One dessert
plate is illustrated by a picture of a
maple sugar camp at night, the tires
blazing, the group of merry sueur-boil-e-

around the pots, passing the hours

away with song and dance. On another
a tropical scene appears, the orange
groves of Florida are depicted in their
glory, while on other are seen fields of
the pineapple plant, of bananas,
orchards of apple trees and other fruits,
In short, the plan of decoration adopted
is such as to allow great liberty to the
artist, and that it has been improved is
sufficiently demonstrated by the admir-
ation of every beholder.

Of course, so rare and costly a set
must be guarded with great care, and so
the White House china is not intrusted
to ordinary servants, for fear of break-
age, but is kept in a special case in the
china room, is used only on state oc-

casions and when taken from the room
where it is stored, every precaution is
observed to guard against loss of break-
age or theft. To be broken is sooner or
later the fate of all china, but in the
ten years of use only three or four
nieces of the White House set have been
broken, and these were replaced by
special order. It is said one piece was
stolen during Mr. Cleveland's adminis-
tration, but this is not surprising, since
there are hundreds of china collectors In
this country, end a piece from the
White House set is a tempting prize, for
which a collector will be willing to pay
a handsome sum, asking no questions as
to the title of the seller to the property.
Thus far, therefore, the set has escaped
very well, and while the Chief Magis-
trate can boast the possession of no gold
plate nor regalia of costly gems, his es-

tablishment may be credited with the
finest, most complete and most artistic

DESSERT PLATE.'

set of china to be found outside the
palace of the young monarch of the
Celestial Empire.

Hope For d Stria.
A n Jackson doctor has just

returned from the Michigan Center re-

sort, four miles east of Jackson. When
ha want there his hair was at whits aaa
badger. H washed his bead several
times a day at a certain plana in the
lake, and his hair commenced to turn
black, and is now at black as a raven's
wing. A d Jackson girl bad
her looks turned black by ths same pro-
cess. A company has been secretly
forming to buy the right to use the lake,
build a hotel and start a resort for

girls and white-haire- d man. Tho
particular point ontht lake where the
water la taken whioh works tills wonder-
ful change Is kept a seoret,

a
Mlaa Lovelorn What Is your concep-

tion of married bliss, Mr. Haggle? Mr.
RaarBlaa A deaf and dumb wife, no

j children, and a pretty type-write- r,

"Perhaps if I tell Bowley where you
are," said Aurelia, "he will restrain
himself."

"Not on my account," returned Mary.
"Say nothing, unless he asks you."

They went up to look at the room,
and, as Aurelia said, it was the only
sleeping apartment available. The
back rooms faced north, and the walls
were running with damp, and the paper
hanging in dismal festoons, or altogether
gone.

"We are all in ront," said Aurelia.
"This is my room; Mr. Hardman sleeps
in the adjoining one. Then we come to
the room I must give you."

It was a square apartment, with one
window close to what appeared to be a
solid wall. But Aurelia tapped it, to
show that it was but a flimsy separation
from the adjoining chamber.

".Would you like to look into Blue-
beard's den?" Aurelia asked. "It is a
pretty place, I have no doubt. Bowley
won't have it put into order. He has
been so used to a rough life that he
really prefers a muddle."

The door was not fastened, and they
looked into the room. It was bare, and
furnished only with a table and two
chairs. There was no carpet, and the
floor was strewn with a pack of cards
carelessly thrown down.

Under the window was a box half-fille- d

with wine. Several empty bot-
tles kept the cards company on the
floor. A pair of revolvers lay on the
mantleplece.

"Nice looking place, isn't it?" said
Aurelia, with assumed cheerfulness.

"It smalls horribly of tobacco," Marv
replied. "What strong cigars they
must smoke."

"Poisonous!" said Aurelia.
There wore no bells in the bouse that

would act, and to summon Biddle to
prepare the room for Mary In any other
way than by going to fetch her, would
bo a waste of time. Bo tbey want down
to the kitchen, ajtd found bar busy cook- -

log. - a
TO II UOMTlMUalh

Hoi Too Member aTow.

Owing tea glut of the market, tho
prloo of snonksya ! Iota than at any
time for twenty rears past. This ap-
plies to riaf-tall- s. haldhsads, bob-tail-

MvlafrtqrotT aan all other varieties,
ear up to the dignified old dad who
Meets ee top of she sage. If you want
t atooatj key Mm ae aad save

, i
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